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TWO SONNETS 

I COME SINGING 

Youth Answers the Call 

Not with the fear or the hot, swift fever of war, 
But with the calm, sure courage of the right 
I come — singing of youth's far-visioned sight, 
The dreams of youth so well worth dying for. 
Not with the dread of one who finds no more 
Than the guns' rumble and the bloody fight, 
And ruin and the long sleep under the night: 
Adventure lures me like an open door! 

I come as one who has found glorious waking 
And goes supremely girded to the foe, 
Knowing my songs have power to lay him low. 
I come as one upon whose lips are breaking 
Snatches of melodies beyond unmaking, 
And in whose soul unalterable rhythms flow. 

AFTERWARDS 

To M. E. S. 

I fancy that perhaps you think of me — 
At times, when the curtain of dusk lias fallen low 
And dim strange ghosts of daylight come and go, 
Gold-footed where the shadows leap and flee. 
And I fancy that perhaps a memory 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Lingers of silent moments we dared not know, 
Of words said softly, laughter sudden and slow, 
And tokens and signs and symbols we dared not sec. 

1 picture you alone in your dark room, 

Curled in a deep chair, quiet and lost in thought, 

Pondering curious riddles in the gloom : 

Of one who came, and something that he brought ; 

Of one who worked, and something that he wrought; 

Of one who searched, and something that he sought. 

H. Thompson Rich 



RECIPROCITY 

I do not think that skies and meadows are 
Moral, or that the fixture of a star 
Comes of a quiet spirit, or that trees 
Have wisdom in their windless silences. 
Yet 'these are things invested in my mood 
With constancy, and peace, and fortitude ; 
That in my troubled season I can cry 
Upon the wide composure of the sky, 
And envy fields, and wish that I might be 
As little daunted as a star or tree. 

John Drinkiva/er 
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